subscribe to my premium poetry snapchat msn irc icq mind control 1999 
gamer girl bathwater holy grailed in late capitalist streetwear make it look 
so pretty that it goes away 


dimitri karakostas 


an elite squad known as the special victims unit. these are their stories. 


[narrator: emotional labor is the process of managing feelings and 
expressions to fulfill the emotional requirements of a job.] 


i don't want to move, i like- there's someone crying ; 
yeah, i've done bad things in my life, to my family 


i can't believe he said that to me 


suddenly, you're on medication 
suddenly, you're a life coach 


it's like, you know - 
that's what he said 


and, i- 
it's not like, once again 


let's be honest 


i don't have 
it's also like 


two of the most important people in my life 
don't even respect me 


like, 1'm the fucking idiot 
like, i'm a fucking child 


i literally do the best that i can 
all the time 


(break) 


there's all this pressure on me 
what 


what? 


it's like, 


that's life - 
go do something else 


it's true, 
but it's not the whole truth 


it's like - 
nobody gets their way 


why can't you hear me? 
i think i pressed mute on this fucking thing 


yeah, forget it - mom, mom? 
you know what he does to me 


super dramatic but i never read it 


it's like - 
you know 


i can't be controlled 
(break) 

this is such a joke 
(break) 


two of the ten times you listen to me 
you jump the gun and finish my sentences 


these self-help books aren't helping 


it's uh, 
it's - one of these things 


it's that 
i subscribe to these unconventional things 


i do things my way and 


it just doesn't work 

or 

it works for a moment 

1 exercise 

i'm depressed 

i exercise 

i'm depressed 

eventually 

you gotta take control of your fate 


(break) 


it's because i'm not producing enough serotonin or because what 


(pause) 


it's about money 
isn't it 


(end scene) 


dry eyed bleak staring 

down into the same novel 

as yesterday 

overhearing gossip details exaggerated 


if it weren't for biographical rhetoric 
i'd never finish anything 


as if 

maybe the 

shackles of capitalism 
were inside us 

all along 


we can catalog our suffering 
as a footnote to 
other minor issues 


a magnolia 

virtual reality 

data realism 
overcoming of narrative 


this is why 

god hates postmodernism 

god hates instagram 

god hates twitter reply guys 

god hates algorithmically pleasing poetry 


god hates dimitri karakostas, 
which is obvious 


god wants me to keep smoking 

so he can have a new incel in heaven 
god likes the fact that i say 'god bless you! 
when strangers sneeze on the bus 


god and i both agree that 'saved! 
is bob dylan's best record 


don't tread on me 
without enthusiastic consent 


i check my privilege 
in the wine bar bathroom 


hypebeast lookbook grailed falll winter 2019 


fuck yeah 
i check my box-logo privilege and 
it looks good 


the beach beyond 
the premium snapchat paywall 


kamala harris 

the cop 

tells me to 

put brakes on my fixie 


bernie tells her 

to mind her own business 
and we crush a white claw 
together 


while listening to bob dylan 
on 180 gram audiophile vinyl 


he says he can tell the difference 
iam unsure but agree regardless 


ddos the drum circle 
the filthy casuals 


an hero, 
i mean 


area 1+51 
you +1 


4 the lulz 


>sous chef at wendy's in tampa, florida 
>10.25$/hr 
>31 years young 


seeks 
gamer girl 


i think of porn when my head hurts 


porn is advil 

or a walk 

or rearranging a space 
in a desirable manner 


i jack off instead 
of drinking chamomile tea 


that's just the kind of person 
iam 


loving you is 

a hot shower 

on a cold day 

while you shout at me 
from the kitchen 
about something i did 
or forgot to do 


any conclusion i may have com to is probably wrong 
the end of modernity began with the collapse of the future 


silence as courtesy 
not caused by 
misapprehension ` 
directed at a 

target both 

allowed and 
unprotected 

"they" (or "you") 
making the problem 
worse 


i write in public so i can be held accountable 
to these various people 

paying no attention to me - 

but if they did, i'd want to look busy 


if you read to learn a skill 


like credit card fraud or 
faking your death 


forfeiting time 
rather than painting 
something black and middle-class 


‘cancel my subscription, 
i've had enough of your issues!" 


buying t-shirts off ebay 

instead of effectively communicating 
how 1 feel about high-profile writers 
stealing from lesser-known-nobodys 
or- 

well- 

there are a few ways to subsidize your earnings 
without being malicious 

but they're less satisfying 

and therefore 

less rewarding 


i lie about what i mean 


nothing comes easy 
without a clear methodological reasoning 


i tell you i've been busy 

working hard - 

which is a lie, 

which is the point 

which is the poem 1 was telling you about 


my work is now the stress of not working enough 
on the things 1 allegedly love 


i have my reasons, 
like - 


uh 


instagram, 

and googling things, 
and getting excited, 
and getting distracted 


i buy essential oils 

and vitamins 

lately 

because 

i'm not sure what's wrong with me 


because there must be something wrong with me 
there's no other way to explain it 


i make more money so i want 
my body to work more efficently so i can keep 
making money 


which, 1 will say, 
i'm not against 


like, 

if you want to be a good cyclist, 
right, 

you have to practice and remain fit, 
yes? 


ok, so - 
with that logic 


if i want to keep my apartment 
and buy books and records and 
dog food and t-shirts 

i gotta make more money 


are you following? 
don't let a white dude 


with a wu-tang tattoo 
tell you otherwise 


wasting time 

on the company dime 

used to mean 

drinking and dulling myself enough 
to keep working 


or - 
watching porn in the staff room before service 


or - 
arguing with my wife through text message 


now 1 try to read pdfs whenever possible 
which doesn't really work, but i try 


1 mean, 
i could always just watch basketball 


irip kale apart and put it in the blender 
with orange juice and an anti-depressant 


i don't like the taste but that means it must be good for me 


my neck 

my back 

my understanding of the situation is that it will not improve 
unless 1, myself, improve 


that sounds hard 

i think i'll watch a supercut compilation 
of mortal kombat 11 fatalities 

to take my mind off 

the crushing weight of existence 


‘wanna know how i got these scars, 
well, i'm the joker baby haha' 


and just like that 
i fell better already 


i take 40$ out of the atm 

and rummage through the trash 

looking at other people's transaction reciepts 
just to make sure i have more money 

than someone else 


i feel like i'm 

'the godfather 3' 

in your 
sequel-to-the-sequel 
love-life-cinematic-universe 


i'm nobody's favorite 

most people don't understand why 1 was made 
and i don't contribute anything 

except as reminder 

of a good thing goes bad 


the lord giveth 
and the lord taketh away 


dead-eyed oral sex 

giving and receiving 
pineapple juice drinking 

for her pleasure 

from behind or not 

catch me staring in the mirror 
and looking away quickly 
leaving handprints 

only 

if you'll let me 


my utopia tastes like tropical sprite remix 


all abracabra's revealed and 
it's me! 


soft-focused if you'd prefer it 


a myopic approach to taking 
our sexual endeavor 
to another level 


curating this particular lovemaking session 
to an NPR podcast 
with the dignity of a university educated man 


i wish to make love like 
detonating a biological weapon 


that would be different, 
don't you think? 


face to face 
endless infinite jesting 
never-ever-ending 


i google 

'what is the saltiest rock' 

after kissing your neck 

when you come home from the gym 


now you're my halite, baby 


how do i relax? 
i'm trying to relax and it's not working 


my back hurts 
with shame in creative endeavors 


i stayed self-consciously consistent 
with my usage of french idioms 
in my english poems 


i do this to excuse my 
traditional sexual lifestyle 


city folk 
marvel at the night sky 


stars lacking 
light pollution 


you crane your neck to see 
the same sky tomorrow 
and the next day 

and you stare until 

your spine hurts 


you take a photo but it doesn't do it justice 
even with a slow shutter speed and a high-sensitivity sensor 


the image fails to replicate the density of what you're truly seeing 


(this is a metaphor, you know) 


hoarding fantasy 
is so bourgeois 


go ahead, 
take shakespeare into 2020 
by reading it in peter griffin's voice 


i set out to compose a list of things 
i'd like to talk about with my therapist 


on paper, 
i don't sound like me at all 


on paper, 
i'm objectively worse 
or better 

but either way 

i'm lying about it 


such descriptions of self 
are better reserved for 

a much taller man 

with two parents 

and was hugged 

just the right amount 


instead of 

a man that quotes marx at the wine bar 
with an inferiority complex 

that scowls when he smiles 

and swings his hips as i lip-syne 


i bought you 
tortillas and cough drops 
for valentine's day 


i lose service on my cell phone 
when i go into the basement 
to look at memes in peace 

or cough phlegm in the sink 


i call you 'pinhead, 
my little hellraiser' 
but you're more like 
freddy kruger 

the way you visit me 
in my dreams 


i'm reworking shakespeare 
to make it more 2020 friendly 


call that 'titus androgynous! 


an independent review would say 
‘it's a kick in the face of modernity' 


i quit smoking 
in an unofficial way 


i'm allowed to have a few 
if my juul dies 

or if it's a special event 
or if 1 get too stressed out 


so yeah, 

ireally bettering myself 
i've come a long way 
that's for sure 


my full name 
has no middle name 


i tell myself ‘no! 
so i can tell you ‘yes! 


a new york yankees hat 
or rather 
what it represents 


numerology, 
meaning nothing 


no big chances 
tv, radio, and sleep 
for my neoliberal ideology 


underwear and sports bras 
and holistic healing books 


brown now bottles 

formerly holding green juice 
a novel like jest 

a novel like nightwood 


with new 
retellings of truth 
in fictional encounters 


i do not wish to be misleading 

but as far as i'm concerned 

i'm a six foot six former sports star 
with more money than he needs 
instead of a workaholic capricorn 
that complains 

that his knees hurt when it rains 


in remembrance of thing's past 
red lipstick, limewire, kazaa 


it's not porn, it's marketing 

fashion, photo 

the big difference being the intention 
is it not intended to be masturbated to? 
the original purpose is to sell perfume? 


even though 1 definitely masturbated 
to sears catalogs 
15-14-13 


write what you know 

write about your experiences - 

i woke up and rode my stationary bike, masturbated, showered, continued 
looking at porn out of curiosity, ate a burrito with my wife, and went to the 
book store. 


everything made obvious: 
that's the whole problem with poetry. 


pretending beauty like running downhill in january 
in slush and ice and your lungs hurt from the cold 


you haven't been drinking 
or that's what you've been saying 


one guiness while you were supposed to read but didn't 
you got distracted talking to half-friend bartender 
about how hard our work is 

and how unappreciated we are 


one glass of sparkling wine while you wait for your dinner date 
and 3/2 a bottle of white wine with duck breast and brussels sprouts 


a shot of fernet as a polite gesture 
a shot of chartruese before leaving 


not so pretty, but it's poetry 
right? 


i did a pretty good job quitting smoking, 
but i think i gotta take it back up 


i used to drink coffee and smoke cigarettes 
for two meals a day 

like that is 'a good idea' 

or something 


now caffeine gives me the jitters 
and smoking makes my back hurt 


i guess that's where my lungs are 


i don't know if these symptoms are real 
or if i'm just making them up 


my mom was a hypochondriac 
that refused to go to the doctor 


my suffering is psychosomatic 
and i refused to go to the doctor 


totally different 


writing this is making me anxious 
i should probably have a cigarette 


i think of how i describe you 
when i write about you 

and you 

don't even realize 

i'm talking about you 

when you 

read it 


the second most depressed i've ever been 

resulted in being too stressed out to leave the house 
and getting the food delivery courier to leave 

a single burrito on my doorstep 

twice a day 


me, 

putting on 
joker.2019.hd.rip.xify.avi 

on my 15" macbook pro 

with my eye on the bedroom door 
as 

an alt-right incel with an ar15- 

or fox media loss prevention 

or the ccra 

or a customer representative from my internet provider 
could burst through 

at any time 

or such is my understanding 

of the situation 


merit through suffering 


modigliani 

woman with the blue eyes 

painting that talked and said 

"you'll regret it for the rest of your life" 
cocaine sommelier 

the reporter 

who's holding 

who has the good stuff 


higher than i think is safe 


hair and beard and everything 
bad 


‘nothing is true, 
everything is permitted.' 


i guess so / i hope so 


nothing like y2k 
marketing strategy gone feral 


semi-familiar missions 
and duties 


my dreams are all rooted 
in awful life truths 


mirrors of meaningless involvement 


fuck 

i fucked up 

my uber eats order 
and forgot to order roti 
with my rice 

and paneer 


my disappointment is immeasurable 
and my day is ruined 


i instant coffee 

my morning in silence 
and take my 

vitamin b12, 

c, and d 

with the dog 

at at my feet 


like everyday 
we do the same thing 


i let her out the back door to pee 
and i check my algorithmically 
suggested 

pornhub.com 

selections 

on my iphone 

half asleep 


just to get that testosterone going 
you know 


get that blood flowing 
and go for a run 
with a mind full 
of anime thighs 


how to slow the information cycle 
in new air max 95's 


using a 

burner celly 

or buy an iphone in cash 
off craigslist 


with a pay as you go 
sim card 


create a perfect plan 

until a loud australian 

with a man bun 

wearing shorts in the winter 
breaks your concentration 


insurance.aes256 


should the proof reveal itself as 
being spectacular 


a coffee stain that resembles 
mother mary magdalene 
if you squint 


webmd says 

weird discolored bruise like spot 
under my eye 

is cancer 

and i should probably 

see a licensed medical professional 


i close the tab and google 
david lynch transcendental meditation 
tips and tricks 


sorry 
food tv makes me cringe 


thinking of the grand revelation 
of nashville hot chicken 
to a mom in des moines 


sorry 
even bordain is now boring 
bad-ass-beer-drinking-man-eating-blood-and-guts 
didn't age well 


maybe it was never that cool 


i can't accept a rich dude's humble brags 
in a stain-free white linen shirt 
on the frontier of extreme dining 


you're still a tourist 

no matter how many drugs you did 
in new york 

in the 90's 

and 

tourists suck 


a single man, a bartender 
tries to impress his tinder date 
by ordering obnoxious drinks 


i watch him 
"oh, you've never had this?" 


his way out of some pussy 


(his hat is awful too) 


me, i'm chillin 


just having a frappucino 
listening to nightcore on my airpods 


monitoring the likes on my 
c-d-g fit hashtag o o td 


that wine bar has some cool 
pet-nat we could check out 


maybe get a charcuterie board 
in case this works 


no calls 
just text 


come help me take my carhartt overalls off 
i don't know what i'm doing 


command-z me 
please 


nothing stops me from talking to dead people in my sleep! 


the thing about having a dedicated sleep disorder 
is you're dedicated to it! right? 
you think about it all day! 


i love the calm now 
i'm a godspeed you 
coney island 
of the mind 
kind of guy 


me 

contest the totality 
complete self-destruction 
le desordre c'est moi 
chaos is me 


all the watches stop when the first brick was thrown 


physical evidence in the story 


no more drugs! 
no more drugs! 


as 1 google 
alternatives to dexedrine 


no more drugs! 

i wonder if i could get 
generic sildenafil shipped to 
a p.o. box 

ok, no more drugs! 

i'm just going to take two of 
my wife's adderall 


she won't notice 


but i can't do drugs 
again 


mneme, 
remembrance + memory 


duck culture, where everything is effortless 
workaholic culture, where you grind or die 


duck syndrome, where the sufferer looks calm on a superficial level while, 
in reality, they are frantically trying to keep up with the demands of their 
life. 


a lock of human hair, a half-smoked cigar, an arcane torture device 
a smile, bubble wrap, a dinosaur egg 


you just never know 


a pill for work and play 
a painkiller favorite for recreational use 


A2 samples the headhunters' 'here and now' 
lindbergh's goggles, custer's coat 
lincoln's bloodstained collar 


napoleon's severed penis 


CEO of a dumpster fire 
cyanide suicide 


an administrative action function 
anti-state, egalitarian views on work and social emancipation 


corporate housekeeping 
how to be happy, how to be better 
dreaming of glory in the massacre 


target-oriented 
tough love 


akin to an instance of religious grace 


a long, complicated story 
in a world of moral upheaval 
sending bombs in a mailer of irony and understatement 


linear reading, 
reading from front to back 


to be conned 
as a form of cultural engagement 


oj simpson, timothy mceveigh, bill clinton 
trade-paperback fiction 


what do you get? what do you even want? 
a clean up as self-promotion 


semantic drift, semantic change, semantic progression, semantic 
development, semantic shift 


the fiction thief at the paranoid school 
but his edgy manner has nothing to do with anxiety 


tasting disaster 
hot party girl borderline 


she drinks tea 
from a bowl 
like they do in france 


it drives me crazy 


we're not in france, 
use a cup 


or whatever 
a conversation exchanged 


through bulletproof glass 
with three small dots between us 


"arrest that doctor," 
law and order: svu 
on amazon prime tv 
on a pst 


"arrest that doctor for forging prescriptions" 


i look up from reading sontag 
and snorting your adderall 


"damn, that's crazy" 


tell me who you think i am 
and that's what you'll get 
from me 


i do not want to catch up 
over drinks 

i want to read and 

be quiet 


i laugh the loudest 

i'm always ready to share 
because 

if one of us wins, 

then we all win 


all the artists 

even the punk ones 
wear air jordans 
too 


why the fuck do i want to paint 
if 1 also want the world to end 


who are you pretending to be 
no, not really 


cruelty, in it's purest form, 
seems like the most authentic emotion 
no? 


ambiguity, maybe? 


la scandaleuse 
the scandalous one 


anemic on the beach 
tired and weak 


fidgety and cold 


in an airplane seat 


that's awful 

that's the point 
that's not the way 
i do things 


the horns of jericho ringing 
until my cell phone buzzing plucks me 
from this fantasy 


do you like board games? 
ricky kasso and the acid killings? 


the feeling of everything being humiliating 


i'd like three weeks off work 
i'd like a million dollars 


i'd like 3-2 thousand bucks and a weekend of rest 


my goals are realistic and attainable 
but - like most goals - achieving it isn't enoug 


the goal is replaced by a new goal 


suddenly, 
everyone is self-employed 


desire 
control 
books 


x 


2020 


